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The moody bass player lay on his hotel bed, his hair fanned out over the tacky, threadbare covers. He sighed 
and tried to push himself back into the bed as best he could, scowling when he heard a loud knock at the door. 


Not even seconds later, the door burst open and the drummer and rhythm guitarist tumbled in 
‘The fuck? Greg grunted, flipping himself over. 

‘Hey man, let's go and get hookers,’ Eric suggested. ‘You haven't had any in ages’ 

Greg's eyebrows lowered and his lip twisted dangerously. 


‘No, man, what the fuck? he spat, his temper already stretched by his tiredness and the shittiness of the 


hotel. 
‘Come on; Louie wheedled loudly, his pretty face lit up and pleading. 


‘Fuck off! If you really gotta pay to be a man, there's something fucking wrong with youl’ Greg exploded, 
getting off the bed and glaring daggers at his unwelcome bandmates. 


Eric and Louie shrank back under the withering death-stare that they were directed. 


‘Alright, alright. We'll just go out and get laid and you can stay here being pissy. That's cool. See ya, Louie 


smirked and shrugged, and then he and Eric went running out the door. 


When they were down the corridor and out of Greg's earshot, the two of them dissolved into uncontrollable 


laughter and high-fived each other. 

‘He's so much fun to piss off the drummer gasped when he could breathe again 
| know! We're still gonna get laid, right? Eric hiccoughed 

Fuck yeah, man. l-' 


Louie's words were cut off as their mouths collided and he was backed up against the wall. His hands found 


Eric's ass and he gave it an appreciative squeeze. They broke apart, gasping and grinning. 


‘Who needs hookers? 


